XVI:   AT   THE   WATER-HOLE   OF

SHANNA-THE HALT BEFORE THE

NORTHWARD  DASH

"T was the full moon before Ramadhan, and a full moon
is a mixed blessing. It makes star observations with an
^artificial horizon troublesome. It is an ally of the raider,

for tropical skies are so bright that he can see to track by
night. Its advantage was that I could see to record my notes
with no other aid as I lay near a camp-fire.

That night camel flesh was for dinner. One of our earners
was found to be ailing, some said mortally, and the one way
with a worn-out camel in the desert is to kill and eat it.

The old fatira's tribal brand1 showed her to be of
Janaba origin, she had indeed been part of the booty of a
raid, a dhalul and lady of high degree before coming to this
sad inevitable end.

'How does the flesh compare with beef?' I asked
Khuwaitim, a Rashidi now domiciled in Dhufar, my
original emissary, in fact.

'Incomparably better/ he said.

'And mutton ?'

'Likewise it lacks the flavour of camel meat.'

'And what are the prime parts ?'

'In a young camel the lower ribs; to-day the legs.'

'What of the marrow of the thigh bones?5

1 Each true Badu tribe has a particular mark, usually very simple in
design, but with significance of an armorial bearing: it is branded on each
camel of the tribe on the face, neck or quarter as may be the particular
tribal custom. Sections within the tribe sometimes have their own particular
wasm. A complete list of those met with in Rub' al Khali is given in
Appendix V.
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